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TRAGEDT 


OF 

SIR  JAMES  THE.  ROSE. 

OF  all  the  Scotdfh  northern  chiefs. 
Of  high  and  mighty  name. 
The  braveft  was  Sir  Jauies  tl^  ;|l(^fe,  ^  . 
A  knight  of  meikle  fame.  1  1^..  f  l 

His  growth,  w^s  like  a  youthful  oak. 
That  crowns  the  mountain's  brow; 

And  waving  o'er  his  flioulders  broad. 
His  locks  of  yellow  flow. 

Wide  were  his  fields  ;  his  herds  were  large; 

And  large  his^  flocks  of  (heep 
And  numerous  were  his  goats  and  deer. 

Upon  the  mountain  fteep. 

The  chieftain  of  iJye^ppd  Qhxi  Rofe, 

A  firm  and^#a)rl!kei)arid  ; 
Five  hundred  Warriors  drew  the  fword, 

Benealh  his  high  commandk 

In  bloody  fight  thrice  had  he  flood, 

Againft  the  Englifh  keen  : 
Ere  two  and  twerity  op'niiig  fprings. 

The  blooming  •yout¥'had  ^ee^^. 
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The  fair  Matilda,  dear  he  lovM, 

A  4iiaid  of  beauty  raft?; 
Even  Margaret  on  the  Seottifh  throne 

Was  never  half  fo  fair  : 

Long  had  he  woo'd,  long  fhe  rufus'd. 
With  feeming  fcorn  and  pride  ; 

Yet  oft  her  eyes  cohfeisM  the  love. 
Her  fearful  words  dehy'd. 

At  length  ihe  blefs'd  her  well-try'd  love, 

Allovved  his  tender  claim  : 
She  vow'd  to  him  her  virgm  heart. 

And  owuM  an  eqixii  flame. 

Her  Father,  Buchan's  cruel  lord. 

Their  paflion  difepprov'd  : 
He  bade  her  wed  Sir  John  the  Grseme, 

And  leave  the  youth  ihe  lovM,-^ 

*  One  night  they  met  as  they  were  wont/ 
Deep  in  a  fliady  wood  ; 
Where  on  the^  blnffc,  befide  the  burn, 
A  bloojking  faugh-tree  Hood. 

Conceal'd  among  the  underwood, 

The  crafty  Donald  lay  J 
The  brother  of  Sir  John  the  Grasme, 

To  watch  what  they  might  fay  : 

When  thus  the  maid  began  :  My  Sire 

Our  paffiou  difapproves,—  ^  y  : 
He  bids  me  wed  Si£  JDhn  the iGifasine, 
iri  'So  heire  muft  endi  our  loves. 
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My  father's  will  muft  be  obeyM—- 
Nought  boots  me  to  withftand  ; 

Some  fairer  maid,  in  beauty's  bloom. 
Shall  blefs  thee  with  her  hand. 

Soon  will  Matilda  be  forgot. 

And  from  thy  mind  efiac'd  ; 
But  may  that  hapipinefs  be  thine, 

Which  I  can  never  tafte. 

What  do  I  hear  !  is  this  the  vow  ? 

Sir  Janies  the  Ro(e  reply'd. 
And  will  Matilda  wed  the  Graeme, 

Tho'  fworn  to  be  rny  bride  ? 

His  fword  lhall  foofie^r  pierc;e  my  heart. 
Then  r^ave  me  of  thy  char ins-*-r 

And  clasp'd  her  to  his  throbbing  bteaft, 
Faft  lock'd  within  her  arms. 

I  fpoke  to  try  thy  love,  (he  faid, 

rU  ne'er  wed  man  but  thee  : 
The  grave  (hall  be  my  bridal  bed. 

If  Graeme  my  hufband  be. 

Take  th^n,  dear  youth,  this  faithful  kifs. 

In  witnefs  of  my  troth  ; 
And  every  plague  become  my  lot, 

That  day  I  break  my  oath  ! — 

They  parted  thus-^the  fun  was  fet  j 

Up 'hafty  Donald  flies  ; 
And,  Turn  theel  turnthee!  beardlefs  youth 

He  loud  infultiog  cries. 
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Soon  turned  about  the  fearlefs  chief, 
And  foon  his  fword  he  drew ; 

For  Donald's  fword  before  his  breaft, 
Had  pierc'd  his  tartans  thro\ 

This  for  my  brother's  flighted  love  j 
His  wrongs  fit  on  my  arm-— 

Three  pices  back  the  youth  retir'd. 
And  fav'd  iiinifelf  from  harm. 

Returning  fwift.  his  fword  he  rear'd, 
Fierce  Donald's  head  above  ; 

And  thro*  the  brain  and  crafliing  bonej 
The  furious  weapon  drove, 

Life  iffued  at  the  wound  ;  he  fell^ 
j     A  lump  of  lifelefs  clay  : 
[So  fall  my  foes  !  quoth  valiant  Rofe, 
i     And  {lately  ftrode  away. 

Thro'  the  green  wood  in  hafle  he  pais 'd^ 

Unto  Lord  Buchan's  hall ; 
Beneath  Matiida's  window  ftood, 

And  thus  on  her  did  call  : 

Art  thou  afleep,  Matilda  dear  ? 

Awake  !  my  loive,  awake  ! 
Behold  thyi lover  waits  without, 

A  long  farewell  to  take  : 

For  I  have  flain  fierce  Donald  Grseme, 

His  blood  is'on  my  fword ; 
And  far,  far  diftabt  afe  my  men, 

Nor  can  defend  their  lord. 
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To  Skye  I  ^/iU  direct  my  High^^, 
Where  nmy  brave  brothefs'bide  5 

And  raife  the  mighty  of  the  isles. 
To  combat  on  my  fide.- — 

0  1  do  not To,  the  maid  reply'd, 
With  me  till  morning  ftay  ; 

For  dark  and  dreary  is  the  night. 
And  dangerous  is  the  way. 

All  night  ril  watch  thee  in  the  patk  ; 

My  faithful  pige  P!l  fend 
In  hafte  to  raife  the  brave  Glan  Rofe, 

Their  mafter  to  defends 

lie  laid  him  down  beneath  a  bufli, 
And  wrapped  him  in  his  plaid. 

While  trembling  for , her  lover's  fate. 
At  diftance  ftood  the  maid. 

Swift  ran  the  page  o'er  hill  and  d^^le. 
Till  in  a  lowly  glen,  i 

He  met  the  furious  Sir  Jobn  Grseme, 
With  twenty  of  his  men. 

Where  goeft  thou,  little  page,  he  faid. 
So  late  who  did  thee  fend  ? 

1  go  to  raife  the  brave  Glan  Rofe, 

Their  mafter  to  defend* 

For  he  has  flain  fierce  Donald  Grssme, 

His  blood  is  on  his  fword. 
And  far,  far  diftant  are  his  men  ; 

Nor  can  affiit  their  lord*— 
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^ndiiiaaih^'fl^^jf^  F^y  bi'Other  dear  ? 

The  furious  chiet  replies, 
M(honour  ,blaft  >iT?y- name  !  but  he, 

By  me  ere  morning  dies. 

lay,  p^^l  where  is  Sir  James  the  Rofe  ? 

I  will  thee  well  reward— 
ie?fl€jep^;i^ito  lord  BuGhavi';i  park  ; 

Matilda  is  hks  guard. 

"hey  fpiirr'd  tbeir  fteeds  and  furious  flew, 

Like  iii>:htoinfT  o'er  the  lea  : 
?hey  rca.ch'd  lord  Buchan's  lofty  tow'rs, 

By  dawnirig  of  the  day. 

i/Iatilda  ftood  without  the  gate^ 
i  Upon  a  rifing  ground, 
\nd  watc^i'd  eacl^  object  in  the  down. 
All  ear  to  every  fauud. 

Vhere  ileeps  the  Rofe  ?  began  the  Grseine, 

Or  has  the  felon  fled  ? 
?his  haiid  ftiali  lay  thje  w^r-etch  oa  earth, 

By  whom  nay  brother  bled,. 

ind  now  the  valiant^ Knight  awake. 

The  virgin  flirieking  heard  ; 
.traight  up  jhti  rofe  and  drew  his  f word, 

When  the  fierce  band  appearM. 

^'our  fvvord  laft  night  my  brother  flew. 

But  deeds  approve  the  man  : 
et  by  your  band,  and  hand  to  hand, 

VVe*li  try  what  ySlpur  can. 
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Your  words  are  br?.ve,  the  thief  returii'dj  ?A 
But  deeds  approve  tlie  man  :  i 

Set  by  your  men,  and  liand  to  harnd^  :(] 
We*ll  try  what  vabiir  can.  i 

With  datintleft  ftep  he  forward  flrode,     ;  ? 

And  dar'd  him  to  the  fight  : 
The  Grseme  gnve  back  and  fear'd  his  arm,  H 

For  well  he  knew  his  tnioht* 

o 

Fonr  of  his  ihen.  the  braveft  four^ 
Sunk  down  beneath  his  fword  ; 

But  111  1!  lie  fcorriM  the  poor  revenge. 
And  fought  their^'brvughty  lord. 

Behind  hioi  bafely  came  the  Grasnne, 

And  pierced  him  in  the  iide  ; 
Out  fomi^ing  cs^rne  the  purp'e  (Iream, 

And  all  his  tartans  dyed. 

But  yet  his  hand  dropped  not  the  fword, 

Nor  funk  he  to  the  ground, 
Till  thro*       enemies*  heart  the  lleel 

Had  forc'd  a  mortal  vwund. 

Grame,  like  a  tree  by  wind  o'erthfown^ 

Fell  breathlefs  on  the  cl  ly  ; 
And  down  befide  him  funk  the  Rofe, 

And  faint  and  dying  lay, 

Matilda  law  and  faft  (he  ran, 

O,  fp;4re  his  life  i  ihe  cried. 
Lord  Buchan's  daughterr  begs  his  life. 

Let  her  not  be  deny*d  ! 
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Her  well-known  voice  the  hero  heard. 
He  raisf^d  hia  death  closed  ey^^ 

He  fix^d  th^nV  on  the  weeping  maid, 
And  weakly  thus  replies  :— 

In  vain  Matilda  begs  a  life. 

By  death's  arreft  deny*d ; 
My  race  is  rpn       adieu  !  niy  love  ; 

Then  clps'^d  his  eyes  and;  dy^d. 

The  fword  yet  warm,  from  his  left  fide. 
With  frantic  hand  flie  drew^ 

I  come,  Sir  Jam es  the  Rofe,  fee  cryM, 
I  come  to  follow  youi 

The  hilt  Ihe.lean'd  againft  tlie  ground. 

And  baFd  htef  int^^^rb^^ 
Then  fell  upon  her  lover ^s' face. 

And  funk  to  endiels  reft. 


WATTY  AND  MEG  ; 

OR,  THE  WIFE  REFORMED; 
A  l^ALE, 

W«  drVam  in  Courtship, but  in  Wedlock  wake," — Pojr. 

,  —  - 

REEN  the  frofty  winds  war  blawin', 
'  Deep  the  fna'  had  wreathM  the  ploughs, 
Watty  weary't  a'  diy  fawin*, 

Daun^rt  dOwii  to  Mungo  Blew's. 
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Dryficr  Jock  was  llttbg,  crackey, 

*  Cow.e  awa^'qup*  Johnny ,  '  Watty, 
*Haith  we'fe  ha*  anither  jill 

Watty,  glad  to  fee  Jock  Jabos, 
Andiae  mony  neibours  roun'  . 

Kicket  frae  his  (hoon  the  fnaVW's, 
Syne  ayont  the  fire  fat  down. 

Owre  a  board,  wi'  bannocks  heapet, 
Cheefe  an'  ftowps  and  glaffes  jiood  j 

Some  war  roarin,  ithers  fleepit, 
Ithers  quietly  chewt  their  cude. 

Jack  was  lelling  Pate  fome  tallow  3 

A'  the  reft  a  racket  heV, 
A'  but  Watty,  wha,  poor  fellow. 

Sat  and  fmoket  by  hinifer, 

Mungo  fiil't  him  up  a  tcdth-fu% 
Drark  bis  health  and  Mag*s  in  ane, 

Watty  puiin  otit  a  ffijouthfu', 
Pledg't  hira  wi'  a  dreary  grane. 

What's  the  matter,  Watiy,  wi'  you  ? 

'.Trouth  your  chafts  are  fa'ing  in 
^Something's  wrar  g- — I'm  vext  to  fee  you- 

'  Gude  lake  !  but  yeVe  defpVate  thin! 

^  Aye/  quo'  Watty,  !  thir.gs  are  alter^t, 

*feut  it's  paft  re.demptien  now, 
^  L — d,  4  w^-^^  ^       been  haher'd 
^  Vi/hen  I  marry M  Maggy  How, 
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Fve  been  poor,  and  vext,  and  raggy? 

*  Try -t  wi*  Jtrouble?^  no  that  ftna'. 
Them  I  bore----but  marrying  Maggy 

*  Laid  the  cap-ftane  o*  them  a*. 

Night  and  day  flie's  ever  yelpin% 
^  Wi'the  weans  flie  ne*er  can  gree ; 

When  flie's  tirM  wiV  perfect  fkelpin', 
^  Then  flie  flees  like  fire  on  me. 

See  ye,  Mungo,  \^heq  flie'll  clafli  on 

'  Wi'  her  eyerlafting  clack. 
Whyles  Fve  had  my  nieve,  in  paflTion, 

^  Liftet  up  to  break  her  back  V 

0,  for  gudefake,  keep  frae  cnffets  V 
I  Mungo  fliook  his  head  and  faid, 
Weel  I  ken  what  fort  o*  life  it's  ; 
i  ^  Ken  ye,  Watty,  how  I  did  ? 

After  Befs  and  I  was  kippl't, 
'  Fact  £he  grew  like  ony  bear, 

Brak*  my  mins,  and,  when  I  tippFt, 
'  HarFt  out  my  verra  hair  ! 

|For  a  wee  I  quietly  knuckl't, 

I  *  But  when  naething  wad  prevail. 

Op  my  claes  and  cafh  I  buckl't, 

*  Befs  for  ever  fare  ye  weel. 

Then  her  am  gr^w  lefs  and  lefs  aye, 
^  Fact  1  gart  her  change  her  tune  j 
!^ow  a  better  v^ife  than  Befly 

*  Never  ftept  in  leather  Ihoon. 
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'Try  this,  Watty — When  ye  fee  her 
'  Raging  like  a  roariiyg  flood, 

*  Swear  that  moit>ent  that  ye'll  lea^  her  j 

*  That'^  the  way  to  keep  her  gudeV 

Laughing,  fangs,  and  lafles'  Ikirls, 
Echo'd  now  out  thro*  the  rduf^ 

Done  !  ^iro^Pate,  and  fyne  hi^  airls 
Naii't  the  Dryfter's  wauket  lbo£. 

In  the  thrang  o'  ftories-telling, 

Shaking  liauns,  and  itfier  eh^ier, 
Swith!  a  chap  comes  on  the  hallen^ 

*  MungO;,  is  our  Watty  here  ? 

Maggy's  weel'kent  tongue  and  hurry 
Dartet  thro'  hin)  hke  a  knife. 

Ope  the  door  fliew^Hke  a  fiiry 
In  eame  Watty's  fcavvlin  wife. 

'  Nafty,  gude-for  naething  being  !  • 

*  O  ye  fnufFy,  drucken  fow  ! 

*  Bringan  wife  ind  weans  to  ^uinj 

*Drinkia*  here  wi'  lie  a  crew ! 

^  Devil  nor  your  legs  were  broken! 

^  Sic  a  life  nae  flefh  endures^ — 
« Toilan  Uke  a  flave,  to  flocken 
V  You^  ye  divor,  and  your  hores  i 

*  Rife  !  ye  drucken  beaft  o'  Bethel ! 

^  Drink^s  your  night  and  day's  defire 
^  Rife  this  precious  hour,  ar  faith  J 11 

*  Fling  your  whifky  i' the  fire/ 


IS 


Watty  heard  her  tongue  unhallowt, 
Pay't  his  ;gf ^i*  liVtlei  din, 

Left  the  houfe,  \vfiile  Magg-^  foUowt, 
Fiyting  a'  the  toaci  behin,- 

Fawk  frae  every  door  cam'  lampia*, 
Maggy  curft  them  atie  and  a/ 

Clappit  wi'  her  hauns,  and  ftampin'^ 
Loil  her  bachats  i' the  foa*. 

Hame  at  length,  (lie  turn'd  the  gravi!^ 
Wi^  a  face  as  white's  a  ciout^ 

Ragin*  like  a  vera  devil. 

Kicken  ftools  and  chairs  about. 

*  Ye'U  (it  wi'  your  llinmers  round  yon 
*  Hang  you.  Sir,  Til  be  your  deeth  I 

/Little  bauds  my  hauns,  confound  yo 
'  But  1  cleave  you  to  the  teeth/ 

Watty,  wha,  midft  his  oration, 

Ev'd  her  why!es,  .but  daurna  fpeak. 
Sat  like  patient  refignation, 
i     Trern'lan  by  the  ingle  cheek  : 

jSad  his  wee  drap  brofe  he  fippet^ 
Maggy's  tongue  gascd  like  a  bel!^ 

'  Quietly  to  his  bed  he  flipper, 
Sighea  aften  to  himler. 

^  Nane  are  free  frae  fome  vexation, 

'  ^  Ilk  ane  has  his  ills  to  dre^  ; 
*But  through  a'  the  hale  creation^ 
:  '  Is  a  mortal  vext  like  I' 
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A*  night  !ang  he  rout  and  gauntet. 
Sleep  nor  red  he  cou*dna  tak  ! 

Maggy,  aft  wi*  horror  hauntet, 
Mum'lin  ftartet  at  his  back. 

Soon  as  e*er  the  jiiornihg  peepet, 
Up  raife  Watty,  waefu'  chiel, 

Kift  his  weanies  while  they  fleepet, 
Waukent  Meg,  and  fought  fareweel. 

*  Fareweel,  Meg  ! — —  And  O  J  may  heaven 

'  Keep  you  ay  within  his  care : 
'  Watty's  heart  ye Ve  lang  been  ^rievin% 

*  Now  he'll  never  falh  you  mair. 

Happy  cou'd  1  been  befide  you, 

*  Happy,  bailh  at  ir  orn  and  e'en  ; 
^  A'  the  ills  did  e'er  betide  you, 

'  Watty  aye  turn't  out  your  frien'» 

'  But  ye  ever  like  to  fee  roe, 

*  Vext  and  iighin',  late  and  air, 

*  Fareweel,  Meg\  I've  (worn  to  lea'  thee, 

^  So  thou'll  never  (ee  me  mair/ 

Meg  a'  fabbin,  fae  to  lofe  him, . 

Sic  a  change  had  never  wift. 
Held  his  haun  dole  to  her  bofom, 

While  her  heart  was  like  to  burft. 

'  O  iny  Watty,  will  ye  lea'  me, 
^  Frien'lefs,  heiplerp,  to  defpair  ! 

*  O  !  for  this'  ae  tiiilfe  forgi'e  me, 

'  Never  will  1  vex  you  mair* 
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*  Aye  !  ye've.  aft  faid  that,  and  broken 
'  A'  yaur  vows  ten  times  a  week  : 

^  No*  no,  Meg  !  See  there's  a  token, 
'  Glittering  on  my  bonnet  cheek. 

'Ower  the  feas  1  march  this  morning, 

'  Liftei,  teftet,  fworn  an' a', 
^  Fprc'd  by  your  confounded  girningj 
1  '^^  Fareweel,  Meg !  for  Tm  awa*. 

Then  poor  Maggy 'ts  tears  and  clamour 
Gulht  afrefti,  and  louder  grew, 

While  the  weans,  wi'  mourn fu*  yaummcr. 
Round  their  fabbia  mother  flew. 

Through  the  yirth  Til  wander  wi'  you— 

'  Stay,  6  Watty  I  flay  at  hame, 
Here  upo*  my  knees  Til  gi'e  you 

*  Ony  vo\v  you  like  to  natoe. 

See  your  poor  young  lammies  pleadin', 

*  Will  you  gang  and  break  our  heart ! 
No  a  houfe  to  put  our  head  in  ! 

'  No  a  frien'  to  tak  our  part  ? 

Ika  word  dame  like  a  bullet ! 

Wattv's, heart  begoud  to  (hake  ; 
)n  a  kift  He  Idd  his  wallet, 

Dightet  baith  his  e^n  and  fpake, 

Jf  ance  mair  I  could,  by  wTiting, 

*  Lea'  thi^  logers  atid  ftay  Hill, 
Wad  ye  fwdar  to  drop  your  flyling  I 

'  Yes^  O  Watty  !  ye&  1  will' 
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Then,  quo*  \Vatty,  minc^.  be  honeft  ; 

*  Aye  tb  keep'  y 6ur  t e: m    r  ftriv e  ; 
Gin  ye  break  this  dreadful  proi^^^ 

'Never  mair  expect  to  thrive.. 

Marget  Howe  !  this  hour  ye  folernn      ,  ^  ^ 

*  Swe^'r  by  every  thing  that's  gude/ , 
Ne'er  again  your  Tpoufe  to  Icor  him, 

*  While  life  warnis  vour  heart  and  blood. 


^  That  ye'il  ne'er  in  Mungo's  feek  ine^  |i 

*  Ne'er  put  drucken  to  ray  nauie—-  ^ 

'  Never  out  at  e't^ning  fteek  me—  ,  j 

Never  gloom  when  I  come  hame. 

'  Th  h  yeli  ne'er,  like  Befly  Miller, 

*  Kick  my  ihins,  and  rug  my  hair- — 
^  Laftly,  Fm  to  keep  the  filler— 

*  This,  lipo' your  foul  you  fwear  ? 

'  O— h!'  quo*  Meg,  '  Aweel%  quo'  Watty, 

'Fareweel!  fait  h^  I'll  try  the  (eas,  / 
*  O  ftan  ftilt,  quo'  Meg,  and  grat  aye, 

*  Ony,  ony  way  ye  pleaie.* 

Maggy  fyne,  becaufe  he  preft  her, 
Swore  to  a'  thing  owre  again, 

Watty  lap,  and  danc't,  and  kifl  her  ;  j 
Wow  !  but  he  was  v^cndrous  fain. 

Down  he  threw  hi^i  ftafF  victorious ; 

Aff  gaed  bonnet^  claes,  and  fhooii  ; 
Syoe  belovv'  the  blankets,  gioriotis. 

Held  anither  Hianv-Moon. 
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THE 

BATTLE  OF  OTTERBOURNE. 

IT  fell  about  the  Larpmas  tide, 
When  the  mtiir  men  win  their  hay, 
I  he  dbughty  earl  of  Douglas  rode 
Into  England,  to  catch  a  prey. 

He  chofe  the  Gcirdons  and  the  Cfrismes, 
.   With- them  the  LindefaySj  Sight  aed  gay 
But  the  lardines  wald  not  with  him  ride, 
And  they  rue  it  to  this  day. 

And  he  has  burn'd  the  dales  of  Tyne, 
A^Tid  part  of  Bambrough  IKire  ; 

And  . three  good  towers  on  Roxburgh  fells. 
He  left  them  all  on  fire. 

And  he  m^itchM  up  to  Nevvcaflle, 

And  rode  it  round  about  ; 
1^*  O  wha's  the  i<ud  of  this  caftle^ 
j    ^'Or  wba's  the  i  uly  o't 

But  up  fpike  prou«i  Lord  Percy,  then. 
And  C)  but  he  fpake  hie, 
ann  the  lord  of  this  cafile, 
*'My  wife's  the  lady  gay/^ 

;»  If  thou'rt  the  lord  of  this  caftle, 

"  Sae  weel  it  pkafes  me! 
!*^For^  ere  I  crofs  the  border  felk, 
The  tane  of     fliall  die/* 
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He  took  a  lang  fpear  in  his  hancl^ 

Shod  with  the  metal  free. 
And  for  to  meet  the  Douglas  therc^ 

He  rode  right  fariouslie. 

But  O  how  pale  his  lady  look'd, 

Frae  afi  the  caftle  wa', 
When  down,  before  the  Scottilh  fpeAr^ 

She  faw  proud  Percy  fa\ 

Had  we  twa  been  upon  the  ^reen, 
"  And  never  an  eye  to  fee, 
I  vvad  hae  had  you^fhfh  and  fell  ;* 
But  your  fword  fili  gae  wi'  me*" 

*^  But  gae  ye  up  to  Otterbourne, 
And  wait  there  dayis  three  ; 
And,  it  I  come  not  ere  thre(*  dayis  end, 
'*  A  fa.ufe  knight  ca*  ye  me*'* 
The  Otterbournc\s  a  bonnie  burn  ; 

'  ris  pleafant  there  to  be  ; 
But  there  is  nought  at  Otterbourne, 
.      To  feed  my  n>en  and  oie. 

The  deer  rins  wild  im  hill  and  dale, 

The  birds  fly  wild  trom  tree  to  tree  j 
But  there  is  neither  b^*ead  nor  kale, 
"  To  fendf  niy  men  and  me. 
Yet  I  will  ftay  at  Otterbourne, 
''Where  you  ftiall  welcome  be  ; 
"  And,  if  ye  come  not  at  three  dayis  end, 

A  faufb  lord  I'll  ca'  thee.'* 

. — . —  .  ■  ^ 

*  Fell — Hide.  Douglas  in^iniiiaj:es,  that  Percy  was  rescued 
by  his  soldiers.  f  Support, 
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'^•Thlrher  will  I  cotnc,^^  prbtitl  FertY  ('^i^', 

By  the  might  of  Our  Ladye  ^ 
;^\Thert'  w^n  !   ide  the^/^  (aid  the  Douglas, 
;  "  My  tro wth  I  plight  to  thee/' 

They  lighted  high  on  Otterbourne, 

Upon  the  bent  fae  brown  ; 
They  lighted  high  on  Otterbourne, 

And  thi^w  their  paliiGns  down. 

And  he  that  had  a  bonnie  boy. 
Sent  out  his  horfe  to  grafs  ; 
|And  he  that  had  not  a  boitaie  boy, 
'   His  ain  servant  he  was, 

3ut  up  then  fpake  a  little  page. 

Before  the  peep  of  dawn— - 
r     waken  ye,  waken  ye,  my  good  lord, 

*'For  Percy^s  hard  at  hand.'^ 

•  Ye  lie,  ye  li3,  ye  liar  loudl 

*^  Sae  loud  I  hear  ye  iie  : 
.  •  For  Percys  had  noi  m<in  yeftreen, 
"  To  dight  ftiy  men  and  me, 

;[  But  I  hae  dreamed  a  dreary  dream, 
'    "  Beyond  the  Isle  of  Skye  ; 
I  faw  a, dead  man  win  a  fight. 
And  I  think  that  man  was 

|Ie  belted  on  his  goo  i  braid  fword. 

And  to  the  field, he  ran  ; 
iut  he  forget  the  helmet  good, 
^  I  That  Ihould  have  kept  his  brain. 
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Wf^ea  Percf  wiVthe  Douglas  met^ 

I  wat  lie  was  fu'  fain  I,  CV^^^t, 

They  fw^kked  rheir  fvvords,  till  fair  they 
And  tHe  blood  rati  down  like  ra:n* 

But  Percy,  v/ith  his  good  broad  fvvord. 

That  could  fo  fliarply  wound, 
Has  wounded  Douglas' on  the  bro'^^. 

Till  he  fell  to  the  ground. 

Then  he  call  d  on  bis  littl 
And  faid Ru n  fpeediliey 
And  fetch  niy  ain  dear  lifter's  foOi 
"  Sir  Hugh  Montgomery 

My  nephew  good/*  the  Douglas  (aid,  -  : 
What  recks  the  death  of  ane  ! 
^^Lallinight  I  drcam^cl  a  dreary  dr<eam, 
^'  And  I  ken  the  day's  thy  ain. 

My  wound  is  deep  ;  1  Mn  would  fleep 
'^"Take  thou  the  vanguard  of  the  thre^, 
And  hide  me  by  the  braken  buCh,  ^ 
That  gr-ows  on  yonder  lity  lee. 

O  bury  me  by  the  brakeu  bufli, 
*^  Beneath  the  bfoonnng  briar, 
Let  never  living  mortal  ken, 
"  That  ere  a  kindiy  Scot  lies  here.** 

He  lifted  up  that  noble  lord/  ^-i 

WV  the  faut  tear  in  his  e'e  : 
He  hid  him  in  the  braken  bufli, 

That  his  merrie  men  might  not  fee. 
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Iriie  moon  was  clear,  the  day  drew  neaTj 

The  Xpears  in  flinders  flew. 
But  mony  a  gallant  Eoglifhman 

Ere  diy  the  Scotfmen  flew. 

Th^l^  Gordons  good,  io  Englifli  blood, 
They  fteepM  their  hqfe  and  fiioon  j 

The  Lindfays  flew  like  fire  about, 
Till  all  the  fray  was  done. 

The  Percy  and  Montgomery  met. 
That  either  of  other  were  fain  ; 

They  fwapped  fvvordsj  and  they  twa  fwat. 
And  aye  the  blood  rati  down  between, 

"  Yield  thee,  O  yield  thee,  Percy  V  hefaid, 
"  Or  «lie  1  vow  i^il  lav  thee  low  1. 

"  Whom  to  fl^all  I  yield/'  (aid  Earl  Percy, 
"  Now  that  I  fee  it  muft  be  fo 

"  Thou  flialt  hot  yield  to  lord  nor  loun, 
"  Nor  yet  flialt  thou  y  leld  to  me  ; 

".  BtJt  yi^eld  thee  to  the  bl-aken  buih,* 
"  That 'grows  upon  yon  liiye  lee  1'* 

I"  I  will  not  yield  to  a  brakeh  buflip 
I      Nor  yet  will  I  yield  to  a  briar ; 
"  But  I  w'ould  yield  to  Earl  Douglas, 
"  Or  Sir  Hugh  Montgomery,  if  he  were 
here.''  / 

jfe©n  as  he  kn^w.ic  was  Moargouieryj 
Pe fiuck  <hi^*fwOT  in  the    oode  ; 


Bruhn. — FetH. 
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And  the  Montgomery  was  a  courteous 
knight. 

And  quickly  took  him  by  the  hande. 

This  deed  was  done  at  Otterbourn^, 
About  the  breaking  of  the  day  ; 

E ar  1  Do ugl as  was  buried  at  the  braken  bii Ih, 
And  the  Percy  led  captive  aWay. 


THE 

BATTLE  OF 

BOTHWELL-JBRIDGE 

(T^  Billie,  bonny  BilliO 

VVilFye  go  tothe  wood^^iVme? 
We'll  ca'  our  horfe  hame  mafterid^, 
An'  gar  t hern  trow  flain  men  are  we.** 

O  no,  O  no!'^  fays  Earlftoun, 
^^  For  that's  the  thing  that  mauna  be  ; 
"  For  I  atm  fwbrn  to  Both  well  Hill,  i 
Where  I  maun  either  gae  or  d}e." 

So  Earlftoun  rofe  in  th6  morning, 
An*  mounted  by  the  break  a*  day  ; 

An*  he  has  joined  our  Scottifli  lads, 
As  they  were  marching  out  the  way* 

Now,  farewell  father,  and  farewell  mothei 
An*  faie  ye  weel,  my  ftfters  three  j  j 


Om 
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"  An*  fare  ye  weel,  my  Earlftoun^ 
"  For  thee  again  IMl  ii^ver  fee 

So  they're  awa*  to  Bnthwell  Hill, 
An*  w^lyi^  theyj  rod^  bo5i;nily  i 
When.. t||e  Duke  p*  Monmouth  fa w  theoi 
f  js(^min% 
He  \v;^fit  to  view  their  CO  mpany. 
Ye're  wdcp^     lads/'  then  Monmouth 

Ye're  welcome,  brave  Scots  lads,  to  me ; 
An'^d  fae  are  ye,  brave  Ear Iftou n , 
"  The  foremoft  o'  your  company  ! 

?But  ^ield  your  weapons  ane  an'  a* ; 

*^  p  yield  your  weapons,  lads,  to  me  j 
^^  FdH  gin  ye'll  yield  ycur  Weapons  up, 
"  Ye^se  a'  gae  haiiie  to  your  country/' 

Out  up  then  fpak  a  Lennox  lad. 
And  w»ly  but  he  fpak  bonnlly  ! 
^  I  winna  yield  my ^  weapons  up, 
"  Td^you  nor  nae  man  that  i  fee." 

Then  he  fee  up  the  flag  D*  red, 
A*  fet  "ibbut  wi*  bonny  blue  ;  . 
Since  ye'll  ho  ceafe,  atid  be  at  peace, 
^    See  that  ye  ftand  by  ither  true/' 

"hey  fteirdf  their  cannons  on  the  heigktj 
^tidfliowrM'their  fliot  down  in  the  how;J 

1  ?  yt&l:)  /  an  interjection.  f  "^^t?/^ V.-T^P.iant|  1, 

.    .    i^g^^ — Hollow, 
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An*  beat  our  Scots  lads  even  ddwiHi, 
Thick  they  lay  flaiinf  on  every  Jsoow.* 

As  e'er  you  falv  the  rain  down  fa% 
Or  yet  the  lirrciw  frae  the  bavv;--- 

Sae  our  Scottifh  lads  fell  even  down, 
An*  they  lay  flain  on  every  know. 

O  hold  your  hand,*"  then  Monrnouth  cry'd 
'^  Gie  quarters  to  yon  men  for  me  !** 
But  wicked  ClaverTe  fwore  an  oa,th,; 
His  cornet's  death  revengM  fud  be* 

0  hold  your  hand,''  then  Monmouth  cry'd 
*Mf  ony  thing  you'll  do  for  me  ; 
Hqld  up, your  hand,  you  curfed  Gr^me 

JElfe  a  rebel  to  our  king  ye'll  be." 

Then  wicked  Ql^aver^fe  turn'd  about, 

1  wot      angry  m^n  was  he ; 
And  he  hiasiifted  up  his  hat. 

And  cry'd  tl  God  blefs  his  Majefty  i''; 

Then  he's  awa  to  London  Aown^  ; 

Ay  e'en  as  f  aft  as  he  can  dree  5 
Faufe  v^itnefses  he  has  wi'  him  ta'en,;;  - 

AnVta'en  Monmouth's  h^ad  frae  his  bod 

Alang  the  brae,  beyond  the  brig,  I 
Mony  brave  man  lies  C3uJd  andftUl  ; 

But  lang  well  mind,  and  fair  we'll  rue,~ 
The  bloody  battle  of  Both  well  HilL 

♦  KnGiv — Knoll. 
FINIS.  i 


